[154]
train ; for nothing in the world would they leave their own country-side; but, still, they were waiting.
Louis imagined himself going into the inn for a moment. He left his hoop outside, leaning against the wall; but he kept his stick in his hand, just as you keep your whip. " A glass of wine, sir ? " " Yes, but I won't sit down, because I haven't time.... Good health !... Is it freezing in the mountains ? " " Yes, they say that right at the top the pass is covered with snow. But you'll get through, if you don't let the night overtake you."
The courier set out on his way again. Here began the road that ran up into the mountains, that led to the pass blocked by snow.
How fine it was, a street that went up straight in front of you and ended far away in the sky 1 This one was particularly fine, because it was never-ending and made you think of a great precipice beyond it. Louis's father called it Clignancourt " chaussde," not just " street" like the others. Louis did not know why, but he was not surprised that this marvellous street should have a name all to itself.
His mission now was to get to the top of it before he was " overtaken by the night " ; higher even than he could see; right up to the top of the hill of Montmartre. Then it would be his mission to make a kind of reconnaissance by following the end of the rue Lamarck, like a road cut in a rock, from which you could see the whole of Paris across the new gardens.
Long before he reached the slope, there was still a fair distance on level ground, and, since the hoop was bowling along without his touching it, as though the wind were pushing it, Louis imposed a quite moderate pace upon himself. On the other hand, he made a vow not to slacken up the slope until he reached the pass " blocked by snow/* After that he would be free to proceed as he chose. He would have left the road. He would be on paths where it was permissible and even prudent to -dismount.
But that was still a very long way off I   Bastide needed

